BEGINNINGS
to give my own children something of the delight and
interest and friendliness whfch my father gave me.
Nearly half of my life has been spent away from Eng-
land, and hardly a week has passed but I have received
letters from both my parents. Yes; I owe to each of
them more than I can say.
What a glorious time is childhood—the golden age—
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to be simple, to want passionately, to dislike intensely,
to figure out the world on a straightforward basis, to
have no fear of the future ! To take a simple instance,
we had our glorious hour every evening in the drawing-
room, where we played '* houses " with the furniture.
Screens and the space beneath the piano were requisitioned
for the purpose. Here we set up our house and called on
each other, occasionally having a real meal with the aid of
our miniature dinner service. Then would come a dance of
the primitive order—a cross between the Sacre du Printemps
and the Mulberry Bush—while my mother played the
piano. And there was the big, dark cupboard, where were
kept the lamps and a few very special toys such as the
Japanese House, source of endless delight, and where you
could rub lumps of sugar together and make them glow.
The Noah's Ark was allowed only on Sundays, a wise
provision of our God-fearing parents which was very largely
instrumental in teaching us not to hate the Sabbath but
to look forward to it. On Sundays, too, my father was
at home, and we had dessert in the dining-room and an
uproarious tea. How many times, I wonder, have I rolled
in an agony of helpless laughter on the floor during Sunday
tea ? My father and sister were the soul of wit, and,
although not able myself to produce any original or funny
remarks, I am thankful to say that I was always blessed
with enough sense of humour to be able to laugh as loudly
as anyone else when there was something really silly.
I have found all through life that the silly things are
invariably the funniest.
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